
7 he Trsge die 

But where to marrow ? well all is one for that : 

Who hath deferied the number of the foe; 

TS^or. Six otfeuen thou fa nd is their grea'd! number. 
Kwg. Why,ourbatta]ian trebles that account, 

Befides that a Kings name is a tower offtrength. 

Which they vpon the aduers patry want; 

Vp with my tent there valianc Gentlemen, 

Let vs furuey the vantage o: the field, 

Call for (ome men of (bund dire&ton, 

Lets want no difciplme,make no delay, 

For Lords y to morrow is a bufie day , Excm, 

Enter Richmond vrith theLo^ds. 

Rich. The weary Sunne bath made a golden (eat. 

And by the bright tracke of his fiery Carre, 

Giues fignall of a goodly day to morrow , 

Where is Sir WtHttm Brandon, he (lull besrc my fhndcrdj 
The Earle of Pembrook* keepc his regiment. 

Good Captaine Blunt , beare my good night to him. 

And by the fecond hourc in the morning, 

Dcfire the Earle to (ec mein niyTcor. 

Yet one thing more, good Blunt before chougoeft, 

Where is Lord Sf4#j^qimtcrd,dpcft thou know? 

Blunt. Vnlcsl hauc tniftainc hiscolouts much, 

Which well I am a (lur'd I hauc not done. 

His regiment lieth halfc a mile at lead. 

South from the mighty power of the King, 
tf ‘Rich. If without peril! it be pofiiblc, 

Good Captaine Blunt beare my good night to Km,, 

And giuehim from me this mo!i needfull fcrowle. 

Blunt. Vpon my life my Lord, lie vendrtake it. 

Rich. Farewell Good Blunt. 

Giue me fome Inkc and paper in my tent. 

He draw the forme and modlc of our battel!. 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge. 

And part in iuft proportion our final! drength ; 

Gome let vs confult vpon to tnorrowes bufinefle, 

Into our tent, the aire is raw and cold. 

Enter King RichardjNer.Ratelife, ( dtesbji 
King. W hat is a clcckc ! 


Richard the Thir d. 

Cat. It is fi* ofthc cIockc ful1 fu PP cr “ rae * v , — . 

Km. Cwil! not fup to night, giue me fome Inkc and paper. 

What is my Beauer eaficr then it was ? 

And all my armour laid into my tent. 

Cat. It is my Leige.and all things are in readmefle, 

Kwe. Good Norfolk* hie thee to thy charge, 

Vfe carefull watch, chufe truftie CentinelL 
Nor. I goe my Lord. 

Ktng.Siot with the Larke to morrow gentle Norfolk^* 

Nor. I warrant you my Lord. 

King. Catesby. 

Rd/, My Lord. 

King. Send out a Pursuant at armes 
To Stanleys regimcnt,bid him bring his power 
Before Sun-rifing, lead his fonne George fall 
Into the blind caue of eternall night, 

Fill me a boule of w ine, giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Looke that my ftaues be found and not tooheauy R atclijfc, 
R«<r, My Lord. 

King. Sawed thou the melancholy L . Northumberland ? 
R<ir, Thomas the Earle of Surrey, and himlelfe, 

Much like Cockdiut time, from troupe to troupe 
Went through the army eheiing vp the fouldiers. 

King. (ol amfatisfied, giue me a boule of wine;, 

I hauc not that alacrity of fpirit, 

Nor cleare of mind that I was wont tohaue 
Sec it downe, is Inke and paper ready ? 

Rdf, It is my Lord. 

King. Bid my guard watch, leaue me, 

Ratcliffe about the midft of night come to my tent 
Andhelpetoarme me, leatieme I fay. Exit Rut, 

Enter Darby to Richmond in his tent , 

* Bar. Fortune and vi&ory (it one thy hclme. 

R/cA. All comfort that rhedarke night can aford. 

Be to thy perfon, noble father in lavve, 
fell me how fares our noble mother ? 

Bar. I by atturney blefle thee from thy mother, 
oi Richmonds good 
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